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Claxton,  the  blond  Norwood!    There  were  just two
women in that company who were not beauties__Mrs
Gilbert and Miss Morris; even they were wholesome" pleasant women, who did not frighten horses by any means, but still if you speak of beauty — why, next! please!
At last I saw the lighted windows that told me home was near. Then up the stairs, where there bounded upon my breast the little black-and-tan bundle of love and devotion, called Bertie the loyal, whose fervid greetings made the removal of my hat so difficult a job that it was through the tangle of hat, veil, and wriggling dog I cried at last: " It's all right, Mumsey — a success! I^ots and lots of ' calls/ dear! and, oh! is there anything to eat — / am so hungry!"
So, while the new actress's name was floating over many a dainty restaurant supper, its owner sat beneath one gas-jet, between mother and pet, eating a large piece of bread and a small piece of cheese; and, thankful for both, she talked to her small circle of admirers, telling them all about it, and winding up supper and talk with the declaration: " Mother, I believe the hearts are just the same, whether they beat against Western ribs or Eastern ribs! "
Then, supper over, I stumbled through my old-time " Now I lay me/' and adding some blurred words of gratitude (God must be so well used to sleep thanks, but very wide-awake entreaties!) I fell asleep, knowing that through God's mercy and my own hard work I was the first Western actress who had ever been accepted by a New York audience, and as I drowsed off, I murmured to myself: "And I'll leave the door open, now that I have opened it — Til leave it open for all others "